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see this phenomenon, we squeezed into the place with
much difficulty; and who should this preacher be, but
the identical Humphry Clinker ! He had finished his
sermon, and given out a psalm, the first stave of which
he sung with peculiar grace. But, if we were astonished
to see Clinker in the pulpit, we were altogether con-
founded at finding all the females of our family among
the audience. There was Lady Griskin, Mrs. Tabitha
Sramble, Mrs. Winifred Jenkins, my sister Liddy, and
Mr. Barton, and all of them joined in the psalmody
with strong marks of devotion.
I could hardly keep my gravity on this ludicrous
occasion; but old Squaretoes was differently affected.
The first thing that struck him was the presumption of
4iis lacquey, whom he commanded to come down, with
such aa air of authority, as Humphry did not think
proper to disregard. He descended immediately, and
all the people were in commotion. Barton looked
exceedingly sheepish, Lady Griskin flirted her fan,
Mrs. Tabby groaned in spirit, Liddy changed counten-
ance, and Mrs. Jenkins sobbed as if her heart was
breaking. My uncle, with a sneer, asked pardon of
the ladies for having interrupted their devotions, saying,
he had particular business with the preacher, whom he
ordered to call a hackney-coach. This being immedi-
ately brought up to the end of the lane, he handed
Liddy into it, and my aunt and I following him, we
drove home, without taking any farther notice of the
rest of the company, who still remained in silent astonish-
ment.
Mr. Bramble, perceiving Liddy in great trepidation,
assumed a milder aspect, bidding her be under no con-
cern, for he was not at all displeased at anything she
bad done. " I have no objection," said he, "to your
being religiously inclined; but I don't think my servant
is a proper ghostly director for a devotee of your sex